The Nun's Grille

continual, and less of an adventure. It is something which is per-
petual, and of which no appreciable part of the whole is ever
finished, yet their nature urges them to it, so that it is measureless,
like the dimension of time, itself, according to the different
manners of its reckoning, only a substance or an entity if you
think of it like that and, really, with no beginning and no end,
just time, which you can either worship or ignore. If you listen
for a little while longer, the droning comes to mean all things. It
can be an interpretation of the heat of noon: it can mean nothing,
nothing: or it loads the air with flowers and, another moment, is
suffering and telling its monotony of wasted days. It is possible
not to listen to it, and to look at the monuments, instead, but it
will come back to you as though you had never heard the drone
before. It is never, never, silent. . . and, then, it stops.

The death or passing of this murmuring leaves the vessel
empty. It takes, in imagery, the heat out of the morning. But there
is not a footstep, nor a movement. It is but an interval And it
begins again on a higher note, as though hurrying, and then
becomes slow and slumbrous, older in tone, and but a telling of
the beads, an old monotony, a murmuring or mumbling. It had,
in the beginning, the ghost or the shadow of someone feminine
and youthful, a higher tone and a speeding of the spinning wheel.
But there are no Fates here. Nothing can happen. No future time,
no present, nothing but the past. As for the living moment, it is
no more than another morning. The hours go more slowly if you
hurry through them. The dead are sleeping. And the young knight
sleeps the deepest sleep of all, dreamless as when he was a little
baby, long ago, and went from lap to lap. That was in the time
of steeple hats and rat-railed shoes.

But the droning, too, is like the sound of millwaters. They are
binding the golden harvest, and the lovely cornfield is but
stubble. As for the millwaters, they, too, are feminine. They
churn and churn. It is a turning or spinning of distaff or of spindle,
endless and inconsequent. But no: they are the insects in their
metamorphoses, winged virgins who are droning in the hive,
beating their wings, which they will never use in flight. It is the
oldest of old sounds, so old that the dead turn in their sleep and
go to dust in slumber. They are praying, or making incantation,
over old dead bones. So where is the honey in this carved and